254	M. GORKY
"Nothing unexpected about it. With a heart like his
it should have happened six months ago ... at least." •
Suddenly his high, inappropriately loud, artificially
calm voice broke. He leaned against the wall, blinking
hard and feverishly twisting his beard as he watched the
group at the bedside
"Another one gone," he said quietly.
Ludmilla got up and went to open the window. Pres-
ently they were all standing there close together, star-
ing into the dark face of the autumn night. Above the
black treetops glittered the stars, deepening the infinite
spaces of the sky.
Ludmilla took the mother's arm and silently leaned
against her shoulder. The doctor stood, head bowed, pol-
ishing his glasses. Through the silence came the weary
night sounds of the city. A cold breeze touched their faces
and stirred their hair. Ludmilla shuddered as a tear stole
down her cheek. Out in the corridor they could hear
smothered, frightened sounds—groans, whispers, and a
shuffling of feet. But the three of them stood silent and
motionless at the window, staring into the night.
Feeling that she might be in the way here, the mother
gently drew her arm away and went to the door, from
where she bowed to Yegor.
"Are you going?" asked the   doctor   quietly   without
turning round.
"Yes."
Once outside, she thought of Ludmilla, of how she
had stifled her sobs.
"She doesn't even know how to cry."
She sighed as she remembered what Yegor had said
before he died. As she walked slowly down the street
she kept recalling his twinkling eyes, his gaiety, the amus-
ing tales he told.
"It's hard for a good man to live, but easy to die. I
wonder how 7 am to die," she thought.
In her mind's eye she saw Ludniilla and the doctor
standing at the window of that white and glaring room,

